PYGMALION

Clara owed, after all, to her old social accomplishment of Push.
She had made up her mind that, cost what it might, she would
see Mr Wells in the flesh; and she had achieved her end at a
garden party. She had better luck than so rash an enterprise
deserved. Mr Wells came up to her expectations. Age had not
withered him, nor could custom stale his infinite variety in half
an hour. His pleasant neatness and compactness, his small hands
and feet, his teeming ready brain, his unaffected accessibility, and
a certain fine apprehensiveness which stamped him as susceptible
from his topmost hair to his tipmost toe, proved irresistible.
Clara talked of nothing else for weeks and weeks afterwards.
And as she happened to talk to the lady of the furniture shop,
and that lady also desired above all things to know Mr Wells
and sell pretty things to him, she offered Clara a job on the chance
of achieving that end through her.

And so it came about that Eliza's luck held, and the expected
opposition to the flower shop melted away. The shop is in the
arcade of a railway station not very far from the Victoria and
Albert Museum; and if you live in that neighborhood you may
go there any day and buy a buttonhole from Eliza.

Now here is a last opportunity for romance. Would you not
like to be assured that the shop was an immense success, thanks
to Eliza's charms and her early business experience in Covent
Garden? Alasl the truth is the truth: the shop did not pay for a
long time, simply because Eliza and her Freddy did not know how
to keep it. True, Eliza had not to begin at the very beginning:
she knew the names and prices of the cheaper flowers; and her
elation was unbounded when she found that Freddy, like all
youths educated at cheap, pretentious, and thoroughly inefficient
schools, knew a little Latin. It was very little, but enough to
make him appear to her a Porson or Bentley, and to put him at
his ease with botanical nomenclature. Unfortunately he knew
nothing else; and EKza, though she could count money up to
eighteen shillings or so, and had acquired a certain familiarity
with the language of Milton from her struggles to qualify herself
for winning Higgins's bet, could not write out a bill without
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